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PREFACE

As one who wanders in a stately wood
Amid the glories of the grand old trees,
Stoops here and there to cull a wayside weed,
A spray of fern, a white anemone,
A blade of feathery grass, or harebell blue,
Until a simple nosegay grows, brought home
In token of the pleasant way gone through—
So I, long traversing the sunny glades,
The verdant depths, and lofty forest growths
Of Shakespeare’s verse, have happed at intervals
On waifs and strays of fancy, here tied up
In likeness of a handful of wild flowers;
Collected for the sake of that which they
Record, and for the sake of those who crush
Not under foot the smallest weed that may
Possess one grace of shape or fragrance sweet.

ViLLa NoveLLo, GENOA,
1881.
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A PARLOUR ROMANCE.

Four months ago I thought him lost :
I strove to think I did not care:

But deep, deep down within my heart
Was something very like despair.

He often used to come and stay

At brother William’s pretty place,
When I was on a visit there

To see the famous boating-race.

He, laughing, said, he'd * pull us out,”
To see how well the oarsmen wrought
In practising ; but took us where
‘We passed the time in doing naught.

He used to row us out beneath
The trees that overhung the stream ;
Where, gliding on in cool, green light,
We felt as if in pleasant dream.

He talked with her—not much with me—
‘With Alice, brother William’s wife ;
They kept up lively, sportive talk,
A kind of amicable strife.
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Sometimes he’d make us sing to him ;
And Alice, after some demur,

Would join her sweet-toned voice with mine;
And then he thanked—not me, but her.

I liked that best : I liked he should
Not take much notice of so shy

A mortal as myself; that she
Should have to answer him, not I.

And next she would insist that he
Must make the harmony complete ;
And so we found that he likewise
Possessed a voice both full and sweet.

We sang a dozen charming things ;
Stray bits and pieces, in three parts,

Remembered from our favourite stores,
Gounod’s, or Weber’s, or Mozart’s.

And while he sang, his eyes would rest
Upon the spot beneath my feet;
But sometimes suddenly upraised
His glance, and mine unwares would meet.

I did my best to look away,
And not allow myself to note
The droop or raising of his eyes ;
But mine had learned the trick by rote

Of watching—when ’twas turned from me—
His face : and, do whate’er I could,

My wayward eyes still followed his ;
Yes, though I did my best, they would.
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I felt myself grow hot and cold,
I told myself I would not do it ;
And yet, the very next time, did—
However sharply I might rue it.

I took myself to task, and thought,
I'm sure I care not whether down
Or up he cast his eyes, or if
He smile, as lost in thought, or frown.

His gaze is fixed upon one spot,
Perhaps because he’s thinking how
The next bar comes: or, p’rhaps, because
He does not feel inclined just now

To banter Alice with quick wit

Like hers; or else, perchance, he may
Be musing on some others who

Might sing with him some former day.

Who knows ? Our music may recall
Some better music to his thought ;

Some softer, dearer voice than ours;
Some singing to which ours is naught.

His look seems often inward bent

On some remembered face and voice :
And yet, when upward it is raised,

It seems to thoroughly rejoice ;

As if it took delight in what
It gazes on ; and yet—how’s this ?
I'm pondering again upon his looks :
What matters if I guess or miss
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Their meaning? What is it to me?
But still—they’re interesting looks—
Expressive eyes—the sort of eyes
One reads enigmas in, like books.

The sort of eyes that draw one on
To speculate upon their soft
Intensity: and that, no doubt,
Is why I watch his eyes so oft.

I reasoned thus within myself,

And fancied I was ¢ fancy free ”;
But all the while was fancying

If fancy ’twere he fancied me.

One afternoon, it chanced that he,
And I, and Alice snugly sat

Ensconced in parlour window-seat ;
And had a quiet sober chat.

At least, they had: I silent kept,
And listened to their talk sedate ;
Unusual in this lively pair,
So fond of rallying debate.

But now they held a grave discourse
On subjects high and nobly good ;

And well did Howard West—his name—
Maintain the grounds on which he stood.

I found how lofty was his creed,
How firm his principles and pure:
I learned to value, to esteem,
Where first I—What? Well, I'm not sure
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What 'twas I felt for Howard West :
"Twas interest, 'twas quite above

A common liking ; yet, I think—
I think—it could not have been—love !

And still they earnestly talked on,
Until a servant came to say
Some visitors were come ; and so

My sister Alice went away.

He stayed: I plied my needle, mute :
He took my scissors up, and clipped

Small morsels off my reels of thread:
I quietly worked on, but slipped

Some stitches, though I tried to keep
My hands from trembling ; for I felt
His eyes upon me: but no word
Fell from his lips. At last, I smelt

The fragrant whiff of Will's cigar
Outside the open window where

We sat: he loungingly approach’d,
And asked his friend to come and share

His smoking in the elm-tree walk:

But Howard shook his head and smiled
Refusal : William leaned against

The sill, and said to me, ¢ Why, child,

* How notably you're working! if

You had to earn your bread, you could
Not work more diligently ; come,

Put by your stitchery; be good,



A PARLOUR ROMANCE.

« And pleasantly play lazy, when
We want you to amuse us, West

And I: we like to have your looks ;
Not that bent head, which I detest.

« It don't allow the comment of
The eye ; a man can’t be aware

If what he's said has pleased or not;
It isn’t right, it isn’t fair.”

“ Not fair ?” said Howard. Then he stopped,
Significantly laughing. ¢ No,

Not fair;” retorted brother Will,
In his blunt, headlong way ; ¢ and so,

« I hate to see a woman work

As if her life depended on’t ;
Especially when rich, like you,

Miss Nell, who from the very font

¢ Were mistress of a good round sum;
Our Indian uncle leaving you—

Not me—his sixty thousand pounds:
‘What made the good old fellow do

“ So wise a trick, I wonder? P’rhaps

‘He knew that sister Nell would take
Far better care of it than I,

And work and stitch and drudge to make

¢ It up a hundred thousand pounds !
A plum! An actual money plum!

Now what would sister Nelly do
With it, if she had such a sum?”
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And brother William pulled my curl
That hung provokingly below

His hand: I smiled at him, and looked
A moment up: in doing so,

I caught a glimpse of Howard’s face:
"Twas deadly pale; his very lips

Were white ; but brother William goes
Still rattling on, and lightly flips

The ash from end of his cigar.
¢ And, by-the-by,” he said ; *you come
Of age next month, child; don’t you, Nell ?
I hope a feast, not ¢ kettle-drum,’

¢« Will celebrate the grand event.

What does my father say ? Does he
Intend to have us all to spend

The day? What is the thing to be ?

*“ A morning in the garden grounds?
Their modest limits set ablaze

At night with lamps among the trees,
And rockets sent up to amaze

The country-folk? How have you planned ?”
¢ We mean to have a quiet day ;

But hope you’ll come, with Alice, Will ;”
Was all I mustered voice to say.

‘ A quiet day! What, when you come
Of age! That memorable date

Which sees you your own mistress, Nell,
The mistress of your future fate !”
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‘¢ But, brother mine, I do not wish
My daughterhood to kill ;

I would not have my father feel
I'm independent of his will.

I like to know and him to feel
I'd rather be his guided child,

Than have my own free mistress-ship ;
So gentle has he been and mild.”

“ You little goose, I do believe

You would!” laughed brother William; ¢ still
"Tis glorious to be the sole

And thorough master of one’s will.”

“ The master, yes; the mistress, no;”
I answered : “ Women mostly fear
Responsibility, and wish
The help and counsel they revere.”

To my relief, our Alice then
Returned ; and I, upgathering

My needlework, the parlour left,
Attempting some slight tune to sing.

" But when I crept to my own room,
I threw myself upon the bed;
And lying dumbly there, as stunned,
I thought o’er all that had been said.

And still more all that had been looked :

I thought of that pale face, those white
And firm-set lips, as if he would

Not let them quiver, held so tight.
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I thought of that sad stricken look
His eyes had in the moment when
I raised my head to answer Will :
It was but for an instant then,

But now it dwelt upon my sight

Like some strange haunting portrait-face,
That follows with persisting eyes

Where'er one moves from place to place.

My fortune! Yes—'twas hearing that
‘Which caused the sudden change I'd seen:

But why? Why? Could it be because—
Because—whatever might have been

He felt must now be given up ?
Oh, could it be because his sense
Of honour told him he was poor
And I was rich? He has intense

Abhorrence—that I know, I heard
Him say so—of a man who makes .

A woman’s wealth the means of his
Advancement ; of a man who takes

A wife as so much stock in trade
To help him to begin the world
And set him up in business
For life; or worse, to keep him curled

In soft luxurious idleness,
Not needing then to work for bread :
" As well, he said, and better, that
A fellow starved or dropped down dead,
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Than be so base. He said as much,
I well remember, on that day
‘When we were by the river-side
And fed the swans with bread: “We may—

Who knows? "—half laughing, Alice said;
¢ We some of us may come to want

This bit of bread that now we throw
Away to birds: ’tis waste, I grant.”

«I do not grant ’tis waste;"’ said he:
<« It pleases us, and more the birds ;
And therefore it has had its use:
But this I’ll grant, you’ve said true words

“ In saying we may come to want
A piece of bread : in some remote

Excursion 'mong the Alps, or some
Delicious ramble in a boat

‘ Along the shores of lonely lake,
Where food is hard to find, and where
The most fastidious might be glad
To have a crust, the sorriest fare.

¢ The richest of us may feel this ;
Then well may I that am not rich

At all!” he laughing said. ‘¢ And we,”
Said Alice, “ know the relish which

““ Belongs to moderate means; for Will
And I have not too much; and you,
You know, have not a sixpence yet,
Poor church-mouse Nell! the very few
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‘“You have are what your father gives
You for your pocket-money, dear!”
She nodded at me archly, with
An irony to me quite clear,

But which I saw, was lost on him,

Who took her in good faith, and deemed
Me penniless, as she implied ;

A thought he rather liked, it seemed,

For he went on, in sprightly mood,
To speak more freely of himself
Than usual; and 'twas then we fell

Into that talk of worldly pelf,

Of seeking dower in a wife,

As chief inducement, not free choice :
And I remember well the tone

Of scorn and loathing in his voice,

As he denounced those men who act
The fortune-hunter ; those who make
A mercenary marriage ; those
Who give up love for money’s sake ;

‘Who forfeit the divinest boon
On earth, and of their own accord
Renounce God’s dearest gift, to make
Secure of lodging and of board.

And then he drew a pleasant sketch
Of union where the two had dared
To face together poverty ;
~ And simply dressed and humbly fared,
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Until the man’s exertions earned
Position, competence, and ease ;
The woman'’s cheerful care the while

Conducing—busiest of bees |—

To garner up the honey in
Their hive of home and life:

And as he drew that picture of
The little busy cheerful wife,

I fancied—was it fancy ?—that
His eyes had rested tenderly

On me: or had I built in air
My castles all too slenderly ?

However that might be, 'twas past :
For now he found I was not poor,

He never would confess he loved—
E’en if he loved—I felt quite sure.

And did he love? That, that was still
The question throbbing to and fro
Within me, pulsing in my veins,
And beating on my heart its blow

Of passionate demand. At length
I stifled its appeal, and would
Not listen to its urgency ;
But soon as possibly I could,

I rose, and bathed my swollen lids,
Arranged my ruffled hair, and cooled

My burning temples with my palms;
And then I resolutely schooled
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Myself to wear the wonted mien
Of quietude that often won

Me from my stalwart brother Will
The names of silent little one,

And placid chit that nothing moves.
And when I told myself my look

Was just as usual, I went down
Into the parlour and betook

Me to my needlework again.

There William found me when, with shrill
Short whistle, in he peeped, and cried :

¢« Why, Nell, you're here, and stitching stilll

I could not think where you had gone:
I hunted for you everywhere,

In library, in music-room ;
Beneath the tree in open air;

“ Down by the shady river-side,

Your favourite seat ; but no, in none
Of your own usual haunts could I

Or Alice find you, Nell, not one;

* And we were wanting you to tell
The news: a telegram has come
To summon West to town at once.
I told him I was sure 'twas some

* Announcement of good news, its words
‘Were so mysterious; but he

Appears to think it rather a
Forewarning hint of bad to be,
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¢« He looks so thoughtful and cast down:
A right good chap is West,” said Will,
“ And most sincerely sorry I
Should be, if aught befell him ill.

«“ He’s gone to put his traps to rights,
And means to start by earliest train;
I don’t half like to part with him
So soon ; I thought he would remain

¢« At least till you, Nell, went back home;
And as for Alice, she is quite

Upset because he’s going away
So suddenly; she says he might

¢ Have waited till he had a more
Precise intelligence ; for in

The telegram, they said they’d tell
More details soon: we could not win,

< However, from him his consent
To stay one hour longer than

Was need ; he would insist he ought
To go, and he’s a steadfast man

‘¢« Where principle and duty are
Concerned : a sturdy fellow’s West :
There’s naught can move him when he’s sure
He’s doing what is right and best.”

And then Will bustled off again

To help his friend, and bring him down
A moment ere he left : and then

Came sister Alice, in a brown,
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Brown study ; she was deep in thought
On what could be the cause of this
Abrupt recall ; and seemed to fear
It augured somewhat much amiss.

For she was fond of William’s friend ;
Esteemed him highly, though a jest
Was ever bandying between
Herself and lively Howard West.

But grave, not lively, looked he now
When he came with Will to say
‘“Good-bye!"” He said it briefly, but
With fervour, in the manly way

That Englishmen are wont to use
When feeling much : he said it first

To them': and then he came to me:
Ah, that was hardest task, the worst

To bear with quiet seeming ; but
I bore it firmly, wondering at
Myself for standing there so calm—
As if I felt not even that.

He stood an instant there, and made
As if he’'d take my hand ; but did

Not touch it, after all; and mine,
With sudden drop, beside me slid :

He uttered nothing ; not as much
. To me as to the others; said

Not e’en the simple phrase, ¢ Good-bye "’ ;

But silently that instant staid.

15
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Yet though he spoke no single word,

His eyes were not without their speech ;

They had their own mute eloquence
That to my heart of heart did reach.

From that one look I learned the truth:
I saw it clearly, he loved me;

But saw, as clearly, that his love
For ever undeclared would be.

Another instant—he was gone:
And Alice followed him, and Will
Drove with him to the station; 1
Remaining there, dead-cold and still

As stone. Before a week was past,
I begged my brother and his wife
To let me go to my dear father.
I longed to be at home: my life

Seemed smitten into listlessness ;
I only felt a constant dull

And dreary pain, that nothing else
But father-love could help to lull.

I had that father-love; I had
It amply, fondly, as of old;

But though it soothed me as I hoped,
It left me with that deadly cold

Oppression which benumbed my frame ;
And which with paralysing weight
Deprived me of all strength to live.
I battled hard against this state :
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But ever more and more it crushed
Me down, until I sank at last
Beneath its heavy load ; and lay,
‘While many, many weeks went past,

On what to all appeared my bed
Of death. But, no; I did not die:
My youth, my father’s care, the will
Of God, prevented that ; and I

Recovered. If, indeed, it might
Be called recovery, which was
But a return to that dull sense
Of loss, that knew no moment’s pause.

I felt that he was lost to me
And though I had no right to grieve,
And would not own I grieved, yet still
That feeling nothing could relieve.

I sat one evening upon
The hassock at my father’s feet :
My eyes were fixed in dreamy gaze
Upon the fire; a host of sweet

Yet bitter recollections thronged
Upon me ; when my father bent
Down towards me with a whisper that,
For all its gentleness, quick sent

The blood in torrents to my brow :
¢ A silver penny for your thoughts,
My quiet Nelly;” were his words ;
“You can’t attempt to say that naught’s
c
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¢ The sum of them ; I've watched your face,
And know its every line too well

To doubt there’s something troubling you.
I long have thought that you could tell

¢ Me, if you would, a story of
Some secret fret : alas, my child,

You know you have no mother now
To counsel and console with mild

¢« Benignant wisdom ; but, my dear,
If you could summon courage to

Confide your griefs, as though he were
A woman, to your father, you

“Would find him no less eager to
Give comfort and advice than she.

Come, Nelly, darling, trust me, love:
Ay, lay your head upon my knee,

¢ Just so, and then your tell-tale face

Will hidden be, and you can speak
Unfearingly.” He put his hand

Upon my hair, and smoothed my cheek;

And somehow in my spirit rose

A strength, a calm, it had not known
For months : it let me talk to my

Kind father now as if I'd grown

A little child again; and so
Isaid: ¢ Dear father, I will tell
You something I've been thinking of ;
A fancy that your daughter Nell
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*“ Has lately had : you know I came
Of age when I was ill; and while

I lay upon my sick-bed, I
Remembered with a sort of smile

‘“ How rich I had become, and how
My riches were of little good

To me, but might be made of use
To those who almost surely would

“ Survive me ; so I thought I'd lose
No time, if I recovered, in

Consulting you how I might make
My will; but never could begin

“To speak to you, till you yourself,
Kind father, gave me courage for

The task. I wanted to explain
What are my wishes, father, or

T rather ought to say, what are

My hopes; my hopes that you will see
As I do in the three bequests

I wish to make ; that you'll agree

¢ They're right and fitting.” Here I paused
A moment, and my father said :

¢ But why, my Nelly, should you think
About your will? You've left your bed

« Of sickness now, and ought to think
Of nothing just at present but

How soonest to get well.” He tried
To speak in sprightly tone and put

19
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Some playfulness in what he said,
Although his voice was trembling: I
Replied with steadier voice than he:
¢ I do not feel afraid to die,

« And think I have not long to live;
So, father, I had better not

Put off what should be done at once:
And therefore let me tell you what

«I wish to do with uncle’s gift.
First, I should like to leave a third

To you, my father, for your deeds
Of charity ; I've 6ften heard

“ You long for somewhat more to give
Away in help to your own poor:

Next, I should like to leave a third
To William and his wife ; I'm sure

¢ They would not sorry be to have
A larger income, when the joy

That Alice looks for comes to them :
I know they hope 'twill be a boy,

*“ And asked me to be godmother;

But I shall leave my christening gift
For them to give him, shall I not,

My father?” Suddenly the lift

Of his soft hand from off my hair
Bespoke him moved : but soon, his mild
Serenity regained, he said :
“’Go on, my dear; go on, my child.”
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I nerved myself, and hurried on :
¢ Dear father, as regards the rest—
The last third of my wealth, I mean—
I wish it left to Howard West.”

A silence followed, during which
I heard the beating of my heart ;
But presently my father said—
His very quiet made me start—

¢ And who is Howard West, my dear? "
I mustered breath to low reply :

¢« He’s William'’s friend, I met him there ;
He is not rich ; and, father, I

Should like to make him so, for he
Would make a noble use of gold.

It was my brother showed me this,
When he of Howard’s virtues told.”

My father answered nothing for

A while ; but stooped and fondly kissed
Me. I lay still and comforted ;

And stole my hand around his wrist

To hold the clasping smoothness *gainst
My throbbing forehead, which it seemed
To calm. We sat for some time thus:
A sense of peace fell on me, streamed

Upon my heart, so long the seat
Of secret trouble and unrest ;
I felt that now I even could
Think tranquilly of Howard West.

21
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The being able to speak out
His name to my dear father had

Itself brought ease ; that dull dead weight
Of aching dreariness and sad

Depression left me, seeming raised
As by a spell of magic power—
The spell of parent’s tenderness,
Soft thrown around e in that hour

Of fireside confidence. And who
So fit to be the confidant
Of daughter’s heart-perplexities
As a loved parent? Why, for want

Of parents’ sympathy, should girls
So often driven be to seek

In so-called ¢ bosom-friend ” the help
They fain would have from counsel meek

Yet firm of their own mother; or,
If she be lost, from father's wise

Experience and care? Itis
Because too often parents’ eyes

Are apt fo be unlenient, and
To view unfavouringly those.

Their children think perfection ; which,
If harshly shown, is sure to close

The lips of the confider. But
My father’s kiss had softly told

Me he approved—at least, that he
Would give no disapproval cold
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To my strong wish regarding
The recipients I had.chosen for

That money I should never live to use—
My Indian uncle’s well-earned store.

Thus musing placidly, I leaned
In motionless content : until
My father gently stirred, and said :
“ Come, Nelly mine, we’ve had our fill

¢« Of quiet talk and quiet thought ;
And now we’ll prudently retire

To rest: my invalid has had
Enough of gazing in the fire.

¢ To-morrow she and I will take
An early drive to see our Will

And Alice: we’ll go slowly ; by
The coppice lane and water-mill.”

But on the morrow I was not,
My father thought, so strong and well
As he had hoped ; and would not let
Me go with him. He said he’d tell

My sister Alice, that he’d played
The tyrant, and forbidden me

To venture out, but promised that
He'd bring me with him next time he

Drove over to their house. When he
Was gone, I made our faithful Stoke

Warm wrap me up in shawls and let
Me go and sit beneath the oak.
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At first she shook her head, my good

Old nurse ; but when I showed how bright
The sun fell near the tree, and yet

That there was shade, she said I might

Sit out for just an hour or so,
If I would promise to be good,
And honestly confess if I
Felt chill: I promised that I would.

And then the dear old woman brought
Me out my work-basket, and I
Luxuriated in the sense
Of being once again in my

Accustomed ways ere I fell ill—
My garden-seat, my needle plying
In dreamy fashion, as of old,
That measured pace with sweet thoughts

flying

Like flitter-wingéd butterflies,

Now here, now there, across my brain.
I had not known for many a day,

So peaceful—almost happy-—train

Of musings as the one that now
Possessed me; and I let it take
Its way. I let it lead me on
To when he (women always make

The little pronoun ¢ he ” the name
Of him they chiefly think of!), when

He would be poor no more, but rich
From Nelly’s legacy ; and then
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I wondered whether any thought

Of her who once had sung to him
With Alice in the boat, and fed

The swans, and listened to the whim

Of jesting at the thought we might
All come to want a piece of bread,

Would e’er recur to him? Or his
Own picture of the couple wed

In poverty and happiness ?

Or whether, even, he might glance
At that fair sketch he’'d drawn

Of busy cheerful wife, perchance?

I fancy ’twas because my nurse,
Whenever she approached me, found
Me looking quietly content,
That she consented, when came round

The more than ¢ hour or so” agreed,
To let me stay beneath the oak;

But when three hours had passed, and still
I lingered, then good careful Stoke

Insisted I should come back to
The parlour. There I found a book
That held me deep entranced until
The shades of evening fairly took

Me by surprise, in casting o'er
The page a tint of grey. I laid
Aside the volume then ; and while
The twilight veiled the room, I played
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Some wandering chords of harmony,
By snatches murmuring to myself

In lowest tones the words and tune.
"At last came lights, and Stoke herself,

To tell me that our dinner-time
Was near, but that my father had

. Not yet come back; and did I think

He meant to stay the night? A lad

Had brought a note from him, it seemed ;
Which now she gave to me to read,

As very likely it would tell
If master stayed—quite sure, indeed.

Thus nursey talked apace, to break
The startle of bad news, should such
Await me when I oped the note:
But no; it only said thus much:

‘I don’t return to-night, dear child ;
Because there happens to be here

A guest, with whom I want to make
Acquaintance: I may not, I fear,

‘“ Be home again just yet; so bid
Good Stoke put up what I shall need
And send it by the messenger.
Both William and his Alice plead

* For me to make my visit not

Too short; but we shall see: I now
Already long to be at home

With Nelly mine, who well knows how,
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I truly sign myself her own
Affectionately faithful friend
And father, Alexander Bruce.”
I had not nearly reached the end

Of what I quickly read, before
I found myself repeating, ¢ Guest!

A guest my father wants to know :
What if it should be Howard West!”

And all the while I tried to dine,

- And all the while good nursey talked,

And all the while I tried to sleep—
When, lastly, I had slowly walked

Upstairs and gone to bed—my thought

Was still, “ What if 'twere Howard West!"”
The mere idea it might be he

Sufficed to banish sleep and rest.

Next morning nursey scolded me
For having lain awake all night;
As she could see, she said, I had,
By heavy eyes and cheeks too bright

With their pink spot on either side.
I only laughed, and told her they

Were trying to get colour while
My father was detained away,

That I might look less ghostly than
I lately had, when he returned :

But nursey still looked grave, and put
Her hand against the spots that burned,
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And muttered something vexedly,

The while she helped me as I dressed:
But I was once more thinking, ¢ If

It really should be Howard West! "

Another day, another night
Went by, and nursey now spoke out ;
She said, ¢ My master’s very wrong,
And doesn’t know what he’s about

¢« To stay away so long: but that
Is so like men ; they never see
What's close before their eyes : his child
Might actually dying be

¢ Of thousand foolish fancies, of
Suspense and inward fret, he’d not
Perceive-it: no, not he!” ¢ Hush, nurse;’
I said ; ““be sure he’s doing what

’

¢ He thinks and knows is right ; I know
My father always acts for best:”

I thought within myself: ¢ What if
He should be judging Howard West ?

“ What if he should be staying but
To learn his worth and excellence ?
To see if really he possess
The principle and true good sense

¢ That daughter Nelly said he had,
And made her want to leave him some
Of her dead uncle’s money?” Then
Aloud I said: * You'll see, he’ll come
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** Now very soon ; you know how hard
It is to get from them away ;

My brother William and his wife
Are always sure to make him stay.”

Despotic nursey only gave
A half-assenting grunt to this;

As she stooped over my arm-chair,
And pressed upon my cheek a kiss.

¢ It's just like you, my dove, to speak
Up bravely, think and hope the best ;
But now, lean back, and try and put
A stop to thinking ; try and rest.”

She left me quiet, by myself,
Beside the parlour-window, where
I watched the sunset golden glow
Amid long streaks of cloudlet fair.

A ripple of encrimsoned lines
Across a sky of pearly green,

And dazzling radiance centred there
That cast abroad its glorious sheen.

The hills were steeped in purple gloon:
Beneath the brilliant upper light;

They looked the darker for the near
Excess of that effulgence bright.

So seemed my life, that had been near
To happiness supremely bright ;

But now seemed left in cold and gloom
By the withdrawal of that light.
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Yet, still, the hills had had their hour
Of revelling in sunshine rife ;

So I had been the better for
The love which beamed upon my life.

What though it had been brief ? what though
It had been silently withheld ?

It only had been kept unsaid
By reticence that I beheld

And knew for what it was ; that made
Me but the more respect and love

The man who thus could act, and let
Right principle take place above

E’en love itself. What though I'd lost
Him from my earthly life, perchance
In other and more perfect life—
But who were those I saw advance ?

Two figures yonder, coming on,
Amid the golden halo shed

Around them from the western sky,
Now soft suffused with rosy red ;

Two figures— surely, they—how came
It that my heart so quickly guessed ?
I knew that one my father was,
The other none but Howard West.

They came on, on : and by the time
They reached the window where I sat,
I'd bid my heart be still and calm.
1 told you we should find her at




A PARLOUR ROMANCE. 31

“ The window in her favourite seat ;"

My father said. “ And how’s my child ?
How is she, quiet Nelly mine?

Prepared to welcome, with her mild

““Low voice, her loving father and
His hard-to-be-persuaded guest ?
I had some difficulty, I
Assure you, child, with Howard West ;

“ He had some scruples, when he found
You were not well, to come and pay

A visit to us now : but I
Would make him come; I'd have my way.

¢« It is not often that I find
A fellow so congenial to

My old-world notions of what should
Make up a manly man, one who

¢ At once becomes a valued friend,
A cherished intimate: I ask

His pardon for outsaying this
Before his face ; but I can’t mask

“ My liking for a man because
He happens to be modest and
Abashed when blunter men are frank
And speak their mind.” My father’s hand

Gave cordial grasp to Howard'’s, as

He led him in, and brought him to
The parlour where I sat. I saw

That he was deeply moved, and knew
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It was because he found me changed
So much—so thin, and wanly pale;
He pressed the wasted hand, and looked
This, when he found his voice would fail.

“I told you, West,” my father said,
¢ This wilful little Nelly means

To slip away from us, and leave
Behind her something that she weens

“ Will comfort us for losing her:
I look to you to prove to her

That thinking thus she makes mistake;
We want herself; and much prefer

¢ Her to her kindly meant bequests.”
My father bent a moment close
Beside me, saying softly in
My ear: ¢ Dear quiet Nelly knows

¢« He’s worthy of all trust: I think
So too: but, darling, mind you give
Not leave your money to him. Mind!
I want my little Nell to live.”

My father left us. Howard's hand
Had never loosed its folding clasp
Upon the wasted hand it held ;
And now I felt a closer grasp,

With tender yet compulsive force,
Take firm possession of the poor
Thin thing that he upgathered to
His lips and breast, as making sure
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It was his own : his eyes asked mine
If 'twere not so: and mine told his
He knew it well—as well he did.
What need was there of words ? Our bliss

Was perfect : ne’ertheless he said—

He said—no matter what he said ;
The gist of it, I think, was this—

He asked me when we should be wed.

Four months ago I thought him lost,
I thought him lost to me for life :
But now I know he is my own,
" And I’'m to be his happy wife.
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The evening was cloudless: but there hung
A cloud upon the hearts of those who sat
Beneath the moss-grown apple-tree in midst
Of their small cottage garden ; for that night
Must sailor Charley leave them all to go
To sea.

“'Tis old,” the grey-haired father said,
As 'mong the almost leafless boughs he gaz'd;
¢« Time was when May beheld it full of bloom,
With clusters flushing pink and white against
The tender green ; and autumn brought a crop
Of ruddy fruit that bent the branches down—
So laden was the tree. But now ’tis old
And fit for naught: ay, ay, we all must come
To uselessness, old age, and then to death.
"Tis well if while we have our youth and strength
We put forth blossoms good and fruit.” ¢ Say not
"Tis fit for naught ! exclaimed the cheery voice
Of Charley. ¢ See its mossy arms, how broad
They spread, how soft and sheltering extend )
Above our heads, as if to gather us
Beneath their loving canopy, and make
Us feel the more together here at home.
At home! where still my ev'ry thought returns
And nestles happily while I'm away!
I see you all, in thought, assembled here
And sending out your thoughts to me across
The sea: say not 'tis fit for naught, the dear
Old apple-tree! And more, besides the screen
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It makes above our rustic seat, yon clump

Of gnarléd canker’d wood, which grows apart,
A burly limb excrescent, just will serve

For our next Christmas log, our good Yule log!"
¢ But you will not be here to fell it down,”

The wrinkl'd mother sighing said: ¢« Ah, son!
How many ways shall we your absence feel !
«If I'm not here to fell the clump, at least

I will return for when ’tis burnt ! ”” he cried ;

¢ I cannot be away at Christmas-tide ;

I must be back among you all by then ;

I must, I will be with you all, be sure !

Now, mind my words, you’ll see me, I will come !”
His wrinkl’d mother smil’d to hear his tone

Of confidence ; his sister Peggy, with

Her merry eyes, look'd gladly up ; and Ben,
His younger brother, gave a joyful shout ;
While gentle Mary Gray, his sweetheart and
His promis’d wife, drew closer to his side

And press’d his arm with both her clasping hands.
¢ You will ? you will be sure to come ? you will
Get leave of absence, then, you think? I fear'd
It would not be till after New Year's Day ;
She whisper’d, with a tremble in her voice.

¢ Nay, that is when we shall be wedded, dear,

I trust;” he answered low; * so, judge if I
Will not strain ev’ry nerve to come back here
Before the time ; besides, I feel I must

Spend Christmas Day among you all at home ;
I must, I will; so, mark my words, I'll come!
You'll see me here!” He gather’d her within
His strong right arm, and held her to his breast
With grasp as firm as were his tone and words ;
And she felt hope and comfort fill her soul.
But gravely then the grey-hair'd father spoke:

D 2
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¢ My son, ¢ If God be willing,’ pr'ythee add ;
Your words of cheer and confidence are right ;
But say ¢ If God be willing,’ too, my lad.”
“'Twas in my thought, I had it in my heart,

My father ; ” Charley said ; ‘’tis 8o much part
Of all I think and hope, I speak it not

Aloud ; but none the less I breathe it still
Within myself 'neath all I say and do.

When our good ship, the Antelope, in stress

Of weather, drives amain upon some stern
Lee-shore, begirt with cliffs and frowning bluffs
Forbidding access, threat’ning death, my cry

Of ¢ Courage, messmates ! We will keep her off !’
Is ever follow'd by a deep ¢ Please God !’

That echoes in my soul: or when, 'mid rocks
‘That bristle 'neath the surging breakers white,
Rough cresting the wide waste of waters dark,
She glides with dang’rous swiftness, and I shout:
¢'Warerocksahead! We'll getherthrough, mylads!’
¢If God be willing’ bases still the loud

Shrill tone wherewith I labour to outpierce

The screams of whistling winds and din of weather :
Believe it, father ; earnest faith and trust

Are ever in my heart, though not mayhap

Upon my lips ; and so, if God doth will,

I'll surely come. But now, farewell ; 'tis time

I should be gone ; farewell, my mother; bear

My absence well by thinking of the day

When I shall back return ; farewell, my dear
Ones all ; take care of one another till

I come again to thank you for your love

Of each I love.” He grasped his father by

The hand ; his mother kissed ; his sister and

His brother Ben he hugg’d; then snatch’'d in haste
His gentle Mary to his breast, as though
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He dar’d not trust himself or her with long
Last words: a look ineffable—but one—
One rapid passionately stifled sob,

And he had darted off full speed; was gone.

Was gone! A world of blank forlornness lay
In those two words, which day by day were felt
By Charley’s dear ones, left to understand
The full and bitter force of all involv'd
Therein ; to try and hide from all the rest
The pain at heart of each, the loneliness,

The sense of loss and vacancy that ached
Within. But then there came a letter, said

He'd sailed ; was well; look’d forward 'to the time
Of hop’d-for home return ; bade them be sure

To do the like ; and finished with his own

Bright cheerful tone of confidence and trust.

The days went by; the weeks; they swelled to
months ;
Then came the Autumn winds, that swept the trees
And bar’d them of their leaves; that sobb’d and
moan'd,
And filled the throbbing hearts of those at home
With fears for him they loved at sea; and yet
Withal a hope, a growing hope, a hope
Expectant, yearning, day by day more strong,
That he might any moment be at home ;
Might take them by surprise, and come at once.
. December with its frosty sun set in ;
No rain, no snow, but bracing, clear, and sharp.
‘ High time,” thought Ben, ¢‘to hew the Christmas
log! :
Since Charley cannot get away, and be
At home to fell the clump himself, I must;
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That it may dry and season, ready for

The Christmas blaze upon our cottage hearth.

That ruddy glow and sparkle of the good

Yule log! How cheerily it looks! How well

Our Charley loves it! And how like himself'!

So full of warmth and brightness, comfort, life,

And joyousness! My spirits always rise

Beside the Christmas fire and when I'm near

My brother Charley; both inspire a glad

Courageous trust.” As thus the lad ran on

‘Within himself, he struck and chopp’d amain ;

And dealt the gnarled branch such sturdy blows

With well-directed axe, that soon he cleft

A wide division ’twixt the bole and it ;-

Another stroke, and then it fell to earth:

But as it fell, the dull deep heavy thud

Of fallen wood was blended with a low

Strange sound, a sound as of a human cry,

A cry half forc’d from lips by deadly pain,

A moan, a gasp, an anguish-utter’d tone.

It startled Ben, who sharp look’d round, as if

Some wounded creature needs must be close by.

No one he saw: the little orchard ground

Was still and peaceful in the frosty air;

The sparkling rime was glistening on the trees

And grass; had one white fragment dropped, it
might

Almost be heard, so silent was the spot;

And then, with shrilly softness, there trill'd forth

The few clear notes of sudden-singing robin,

That made the silence but the surer seem.

The boy drew breath ; for he had held it check’d

As listening whence that smother’'d cry should
come :

What could it be? Or had he really heard
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A cry at all? For now ’twas gone, he scarce
Believ'd 'twas aught beyond a fancied sound:
And yet it had been wonderfully like

A human tone, and even strangely like—

Or so he for a moment thought—the voice

Of Charley : but he drew a lengthen’d breath,
And laugh’d that notion from him, as he stoop’d
And rais’d the sever’d branch, and bore it on
His shoulders to the wood-house ; where he sang
A blithe old Christmas carol while he shap’d
The clump into a goodly sizéd log

For burning when the time should come.

And soon
It came: the time of peace, goodwill, and joy :
The starry eve, the Christmas Eve, the eve
Of eves: and yet no news of sailor Charley !
*‘ He will not come to-night, he'll come to-morrow ;"
They said with ill-assuméd smile and look
Of confidence: for still they would not let
Themselves admit they felt a doubt he would
Return for Christmas-tide as he had said
He should. And Peggy stole away, and went
Alone to lay the fire upon the hearth
In their bright parlour-room, where twice or thrice
A year the cottage party met to keep
Their rarely holden festivals in state.
Already she had deck’d it with green boughs
Of shining holly, beaded coral-red ;
With wreaths of ivy, dark and glossy leaf'd ;
With clusters of arbutus and white tufts
Of laurustinus, interwining sprays
Of fanlike arbor-vite ; while 'mid all
There hung aloft a certain mystic branch,
Its rounded-ended leaves begemm’'d between
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By berry pearls ; 'neath which, if maiden pass,

Her lips pay toll : but Peggy hurried on,

Nor glanc’d once up, nor shyly smil'd at it;

Her mouth was grave, her eyes were downward
bent,

As straight she walk’d towards the lowly hearth,

And knelt beside the heap of sticks plac’d there

By Ben, together with the goodly log

Of Yule, all ready to her hand: she laid

The slender sticks and twigs across, a light

And well-built mass ; then turn’d to lift the log;

And as she turn’d, the thought swept through her
mind :

¢« Ah, if but Charley now were here, he’d lift

It for me with that strong right arm of his,

That always seems beside me at a need

‘When he’s at home”: and as the thought arose,

There seem'd to rise beside her in the dusk

A stalwart form, that stoop’d towards-the log

And aided her to raise it. Was she sure?

She look’d with straining eyes: ay, there it was:

The figure of her brother Charley, dark,

And dimly seen, but yet none else than his;

His sailor shoulders, broad and manly back,

His curly hair and firmly well-set head :

She could have heard the beating of her heart,

‘While still she kept her fixéd look upon

The form so near her yet so far, so real

And yet so insubstantial; for it thus

Appear'd to her: but even while she gaz'd,

It faded, grew more indistinct, became

A part of all the objects round it, lost

Its shape and substance, and she felt and knew

It to be naught but her own aching fancy

That yearn'd for sight of him who absent still
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Remain’d: she gave a little shrug, half smile
Half sigh, and chid herself for giving way

To whimsies of the brain, and set herself

In earnest to fulfil her task : ¢ To-night

We will not light our Christmas fire, but leave
It till to-morrow,” murmured she ; ¢ when he,
We trust, will be among us here to keep

Our Christmas Eve and Day in one:” and so
Withdrew, and clos’d the door, and left the room
In sacred silence, darkness, solitude, '
Until the morning, which she hop’d would see
The place illum’d by Charley’s presence there
No less than by the Yule log set ablaze.

The morning came, and with it Mary Gray :
She walk’d in quietly ; she ask’d no word
Of news ; but in her eyes there sat a world
Of soul-assur'd expectance ; greeted all
With loving Christmas wishes : then she took
Her part with Peggy in the busy work
Of household preparation, festive cheer
Of good old English beef with pudding crown’d ;
And, while engag’d in tending on the roast,
Brisk Peggy ask’d her friend to set alight
The Christmas fire that she had ready laid :
And Mary went into the parlour-room,
So silent and so tranquil, with its shade
Of verdant boughs, its altar-hearth ; a shrine
It look’d of peace and blessed Christmas joy ;
A hallow’d temple, consecrate to home
And happy gladness for the time supreme.
She touch’d with flame the heap’d-up wood, and
watched
It burn: and as the lambent brightness rose
And rose, and play’d around the good Yule log,
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And finally enkindled it to warmth

And glow, and tower'd up a steady spire

Of candent strength, there seem’d to glide

A strong right arm around the waist of Mary,
And 'neath her gentle head a shoulder firm ;

So palpably she felt them there, she eould

Have cried ¢“ He’s come!” And yet she knew it was
But image of her heart’s desire—a shape—

A something—mere embodying of her thought:
Those eyes that seem’d to look into her own—
That breath that crept among her hair and swept
Her cheek—were they but reflex of her thought ?
That touch of balmy softness on her lips—

Could that be only fancy ? Surely not !

Th’ impression was so absolute, she gave

Her spirit up entirely to the sweet

Beatitude, and breath’d aloud his name.

The loving earnest eyes withdrew from hers,
Grew dim, and seemed to melt away : the arm
Receded, and the shoulder was no more

Beneath her leaning head. She rous’d herself
With effort from the dreamy bliss of strange

And actual presence that possess’d her: went

To find his parents old, to cheer them with

Her talk, and help them pass the hours away
Without too restless looking forth for him.

Yet, spite of all, their glances constantly

Would wander up the path by which he should
Appear; and still they spoke in idle phrase

Of aught beside the one thing that engross'd
Their thought : until the wrinkl’d mother sigh'd,
And murmur’'d low: “Not come, not come; myboy’s
. Not come;’’ and shook her aged head down-bent.
“ He'll come ; be sure, he’ll come; he will be here ;
He said it, mother; and you know he keeps
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His word ; ' soft whisper'd in her ear the voice
Of Mary ;  trust in him, have patient hope :
Before the day is out, you'll see him here,

If God permit.”

But dinner-time arriv'd,

And yet no Charley. ¢ Come, we will begin ;"
The grey-hair'd father said, with trial at
A smiling jest; ¢ who knows but he will come
In pudding-time ? In time to drink the toast
Of ¢ Merry Christmas and a good New Year'?”
But dinner pass’d, and still no Charley came.
Before they drew their chairs around the hearth,
The grey-hair'd father solemnly arose,
And filled his glass, and said : “ God bless my son !
I would it had been His good will to let
My aged eyes behold him here at home
On this blest day, to cheer our hearts and bring
Us prospects of a surely happy year
With him beside us: but God’s will be done ! ”’
He reverently rais’d his glass in act
To drink, but stood suspended, motionless :
¢ Great Heaven! he's there! I see him there! my

son!”
His gaze was fix'd upon the hearth, where, in
The rich red light thrown by the Christmas fire,
He saw a form, the very figure of
His sailor son : the old man mov’'d a step
Towards it ; but’twas gone ; 'twas there no longer:
«"Tis strange,’’ the old lips muttered ; ¢ sure, I saw
Him there, my Charley, my own sailor lad !’
He pass’d his hand across his brows, and sank
Into his chair. ¢ I saw him too,” low said
The wrinkl'd mother ; *saw him standing there,
With smiling lips and eyes brimful of love ;
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I saw him clearly as I see you all:

Alas! ’twas only for a second! Gone!

He’s gone! And we shall never see him more !
I know ; I'm sure ; it was his spirit sent,

To let us understand he’s dead! My boy !

My Charley! Oh, my brave, my darling boy ! ”’
An awe fell on them all, a deep, deep awe ;

And very sad and silently they sat

Around their Christmas fire, and watch’d the log
Of Yule to embers red and then to dusk

White ash die out : with heavy hearts they bade
Good-night: but gentle Mary Gray soft spoke,
And said: ¢ His word was kept; God granted him
To come ; he said we all should see him here ;
And God vouchsaf’d him toour sight: Thank God!”
She press’d her lover’s parents in her arms,

And look’d them in the face with a strange calm
Of faith and trust. And ever from that night
She wore thé same serene regard, and came

And went, and made his parents her chief care,
And sooth’d them with her placid words, and gave
The cottage light with her sweet patient look
And loving ways. But deadly pale she was,

And thin and shrunk; scarce half her former self
She seem’d in bulk, so shadowy spare she grew ;
A wasted figure, hollow cheek that made

Her eyes look large, unearthly, and a step

Of gliding weightlessness : a maiden ghost,

Far rather than a living girl, she mov’'d ;

And once when Charley’s mother noticd it,

And said she must not grow so thin and pale,
She look’d more like a spirit than a lass

Of flesh and blood, she smiled within herself
And thought: ¢ The more like him!"” But said
Some cheering playful words to draw away

The mother’s mind from sadness.
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So, the weeks
Lagg’d by, till the New Year was well-nigh two
Months old: and yet no news. The sky was clear
One afternoon : the February rains
And churlish flaws had yielded to the bland
First touch of mildness: Mary stood beside
The cottage casement, looking forth upon
The moss-grown apple-tree, 'neath which she last
Had seen her sailor love ere he took leave :
His sister Peggy crept close to her, and
The two kept silent sympathetic gaze;
Each thinking of the same unspoken theme.
At length fair Peggy, once so brisk and blithe,
Said whisperingly : ¢ Mary, if you fade
Into a slender spectre thus, you’ll not
Be long with us; and we can not afford
To lose you, dear; you must remain on earth;
My poor old father and my mother both
Sore need you now, and more than ever, dear;
You must remain to comfort them ; you must!”
“I'm going to him!” was Mary’s low-breath’d soft
Reply; ¢ you will not grudge me going to him,
Dear Peggy, will you?” Peggy answer'd not;
And both the girls stood hand in hand, with eyes
Still bent upon the leafless apple-tree.
“ When its first budding green appears, you'll

know

Me gone to meet him, never more to part;”
Said Mary with a tender inward voice
Of deep content: she paus’d ; and then said, “Hush ! [
Look there! Do you see what I often see?
His figure, there, beneath the apple-tree ;
Look, Peggy, look! and tell me if you see
It too; it seems to me so plain this time,
I cannot think but you must see it too.”
The face of Peggy flush’d to flame, her breath
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Was held, her hands were clasp’d and rais'd,
stretch'd forth

In eagerness of doubt and hope and joy

At what she saw, “'Tis he!” she cried, ¢ tis he!
Dear Mary, it is he himself come back!”

She flung the casement wide, and call’d aloud :
And then sprang forward Charley ; darted in;
And caught his Mary in his arms before

She fell to earth: ¢ My darling! she has swoon'd !
"I fear'd it would be thus; I hung about

The garden ere I'd enter, lest you might

Have heard the tidings of my death, and sight

Of me thus suddenly should startle your

Dear mourning hearts. My Mary! sweet, look up!
Look up, my dear one! see, your sailor is
Return’d, unharm’d, unchang’d! Return’d to you,
To all his dear ones! Sweet, revive!” At sound
Of his lov'd voice, her senses, like a flight

Of scatter’d doves, came fluttering back, and took
Their rest within his close embrace ; while Peggy
Quick ran to tell the joyful news, and fetch

Her father, mother, brother Ben. And when
They came, and fulness of first happiness

Had calm’d a little, Charley told them how

His messmate, brave Will Hardy, had been cause
That he still liv’d and safely had return’d :

“ My friend,” he added, ¢ is at hand ; he did

But stay to let my mad impatience have

Its way ; had his advice been taken, he

Would first have come, and broken the glad news;
But I could not restrain my eagerness,

And dear I might have paid for my’’—he look’d

At Mary, stopp’d, and then went on: “Will’s here;

I'll hail him; he shall tell you all the yarn
Of our adventures.” Saying this, he gave
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A seaman’s shout; and through the porch there
came

A bronz'd young mariner, with aspect frank,

And handsome open face, who made himself

At once at home, and took his seat among

The cottage circle as he’d been a part

Of it from childhood : willingly he told

The story of his friend’s and his own last

Sea-voyage ; how the good ship Antelope

Had sail’d to distant unfrequented regions ;

"Mid spicy islands, grov’d with lofty trees

Of palmy foliage, thick with jungle wood

And rampant climbing plants that flung their arms

In wanton lush luxuriance around

The tallest barks, festooning all the space

With garlands, drooping blossoms, pendent fruits

Of gorgeous hue ; high stems behung with nuts

Colossal, rough of rind with milky core ;

Stiff spiky leaves with thorny edge, in midst

Of which rose stately pine-apples, brown gold ;

And store of roots delicious, yielding food

Abundant, succulent : and told them how

In one of these far islands it bechanc’d

That Charley and himself with certain of

Their crew were sent ashore for water fresh :

¢ The springs,” said Will, «“lay up a little \;vay

Beyond the beach, among green slopes that show'd

In emerald brightness 'gainst a dark thick wood ;

And straight for these we made : we had been there

Before, though no one had we seen; the place

Seem’d uninhabited ; no creature save

The birds, who flew about in myriads,

With jewell’d wings and throats of amethyst,

Of ruby, topaz, sapphire ; living gems

They glanc’d amid the trees, We'd fill'd our casks,
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And were returning to our ship, when pounc’d
Upon us, like a swoop of hawks, a horde

Of savage creatures, wild, and scarcely men ;

So brutish were their motions, glaring eyes,

And spring ferocious, leaping at our throats

And dashing with their clubs abrupt assault.

We kept them off as stoutly as we could,

With knives and cutlasses drawn forth at haste;
But numbers made them more than match for us.
Pell-mell they drove our messmates to their boats,
While Charley and myself were left behind :

For he had been the foremost in the fray,

And now lay senseless on the earth ; a blow

Had struck him, and with dull, deep heavy thud
He fell, uttering a single sharp-forc’d cry.”

Here Ben half broke into some question ; but
Suppress’d it, held his breath, and Willwent on :
¢ ] rais’d him in my arms and bore him tow’rds
The shadow of the wood to screen him from
The burning sun and hide him from the horde,
‘Who might come back; but they return’d no more,
And solitude the most profound was mine
Within the deep recesses of the dark
Green forest, gloom’d with thickly woven roof,
Of overarching giant trees: and one
There was so huge, so agéd and decay’d,
Its trunk was hollow as a cave ; and this
I made our hut: I heap’d a bed of leaves,
And laid my friend thereon, and search’d his wound:
"Twas on his head, a ghastly bruising dint,
That stunn’d him into deathlike torpor ; pulse
There seem’d none; breath unheard; all colour
gone:
I thought his life extinct, and could have wept
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Hot woman’s tears upon his marble face. y
But near at hand I found a freshet clear,

And lav’d his temples with the crystal cold

Until a merest flitter stirr’d his lids,

That made my heart leap up ; it show'd me that

He liv'd.

He liv'd, indeed, but hardly liv'd ;
So slender was the thread mysterious
That held vitality within him : long
He lay in that condition, corpselike white
And motionless: but when at length he woke
To consciousness, fierce fever seiz’d him, and
He rav’d in wild distraction ; to and fro
His head turn’d ceaselessly ; his arms, flung wide,
Were toss’d in vain endeavour: madly tried
To throw himself from off his couch of leaves,
And struggl’d with me to be up, away,
Away to England, home, and you: for so
His ravings ever ran: ¢ I must be back !
I promis’d! They expect me! Hold me not,
I say! I must, I will be back!’ Then chang’d
His tone to gentlest deprecation, low
And plaintive, humbly suppliant: ¢ Dear God,
Deny me not! Vouchsafe me to return !
O let me see them there at home! I said
I would be there, if such were Thy good will !
And let it be Thy will, dear God! O let
It be Thy will! I cannot stay away!’
And then his earnestness would ramble off
Into faint mutterings of ¢ Mary’s hair '—
¢ Those gentle wistful eyes that soft beseech
Me to return '—of ¢ Peggy’s merry glance
And witching smile that beckon me to come '—

And so would sigh and shiver tremblingly,
: E
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Sink down despondent, only to fling forth
Again his arms, and start into fresh raves
Of wandering delirium.

And so

The dreary time went by, until one day—
"Twas Christmas Eve—he laps’d into a state
Akin to that first dreadful torpor : stretch’d
He lay, in lethargy so absolute,
His senses steep’d in such profound oblivion,
The spirit seem’d indeed to have left its cage
Of flesh, and wing’d its flight far, far away :
I knew he was not dead, for still I felt
At intervals the dull, deep sluggish beat
Of his slow-toiling heart, like muffled boom
Of minute-gun from.some distresséd ship
At sea: but as I watch’d him through those long,
Long six-and-thirty hours of trance, I ask’d
Myself the question, o’er and o’er again :
¢ His spirit is not here, 't has passed its bars
And flown ; but'whither flown? Unto the skies
Not yet 'tis gone. Then where? On earth? O’er

sea ?
Can God have gifted it with power to soar
With dove-like instinct to the distant nest
Where dwell its dear ones? Hath it found its way,
Mysteriously endow’d, to that lov’d home
Where centres all its wishes, fondest hopes ?
Hath strong desire prevailed ? Doth sympathy
Exist with such intensity of might,
It can convey with magic potency
The spirit where it listeth? 'Tis not here:
Then whither, whither hath it flown?’’’ ‘It came
To us,” in low-breath’d whisper Peggy said;
¢ God sent it here ; we saw him, felt him here ;
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His spirit was permitted to return
To us, while absent from its fleshly bounds :
But tell us more; go on; how he reviv'd,
How both of you surviv'd that time ; go on,
Go on.” “T've little more to tell ;" said Will ;
“ For, strange to say, from that same deadly trance
He woke to life, to health, to energy:
He told me he had seen his cottage home,
Its Christmas hearth, around it those he loved ;
And seem’d restor’d to his old cheery strength
_Of spirit by the dream, or vision, or

Whate’er it was: how may we know ? Suffice
Us to adore the Power that doth create
Such miracles of sympathy in love.
Soon after Charley was his own strong self
Again, we had the fortune good to spy
A ship not too far out in offing to
Perceive our hoisted signals: she putin:
Took us aboard : and brought us straight to port,
To England, where we hasten’d hither that
Our safe arrival might precede whate’er
Bad tidings should perchance have got afloat,
That Charley and Will Hardy had been kill’d
In an affray with savage islanders.
But here we are, return’d in health and life ;
Prepared to be receiv’d as heroes of
Adventure, made the most of, cherish’d and
Caress’d : mate Charley has, I see, secur’d
Already some of his earn’d welcome home ;”
Said Will, with archness in the glance he cast
To where his friend sat leaning o’er the back
Of Mary’s chair; ¢ and as for me, he knew
I had no friends, no sweetheart, no dear home
To go to ; so he brought me here with him ;
And you have ta’en me in with such a frank

E 2
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And hospitable warmth, I ne’er shall feel

Again I have no friends or home: perhaps—
Who knows ?—I may here find a sweetheart too.’
He said no more just then ; but on the morrow,
As Ben was showing him their cottage-garden,
And telling him of what bechanc’d while he
Was hewing down the Christmas log, Will saw
Fair Peggy gathering some snowdrops and
Some golden crocuses to deck their room,
Their parlour-room, in honour of their guests.
He went, with sailor promptness, to her side ;
And, off’ring help, he linger’d near: ¢I learn’d,”
He said, “ from Charley how to picture to
Myself the merry eyes and witching smile

Of Peggy; and I dwelt upon their image

Until I grew to long to see them : now

I see, I find them more than true to his
Description : and beyond their beauty, they
Possess the charm of eloquence in mute
Expression, saying how her brother’s friend
And fellow-wanderer is welcome, for

His sake, to Peggy. Isitso?’ ¢ Indeed

It is; ” she earnestly replied; ¢ for his

Dear sake you’re dear, most dear, to all of us.”
¢ And for my own, I would be dear to you
Yourself, sweet Peggy, "’ he rejoined ; ¢ I know
I must seem strangely sudden and abrupt ;

But not to me is this a sudden thought:

I've ponder’d on it, brooded o’er it in

The watches of the night, the hours of eve;

I felt, before I saw you, I should love ;

And love you, Peggy, I most surely do,

With all my sailor heart; say, can you take
That heart and all its faithful honest love? "
Fair Peggy answer’d by no words ; but eyes



THE YULE LOG.

And smile, with eloquence their own, said what
Look’d very like a cordial « Yes.””* Howe'er
That was, ’tis very certain, when the bells
Rang out the wedding-peal for Charley and

His hbride, they rang besides for Will and his
Sweet Peggy. Cottage annals farther say,
That when the log of Yule next time was burnt,
Two christenings enhanced the festival.
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MINNIE'S MUSINGS.
PART L

He speaks but little when he’s here;
A grave and peaceful look he wears;
His voice is easy, even, clear;
And yet, I think he loves!

He talks with me, as with the rest;
Not more with me than them, and yet
I sometimes think he likes it best ;
I'm almost sure he loves !

But sister Annie’s sprightly, gay,
Her laugh is like the rippling rill,
She’s lovely as the flowers in May—

Ah, whom is it he loves ?

I see him watch her sunny smile,
I see him note her airy form,
And see his charmed gaze the while;
No wonder, if he love!

She’s graceful, slender, shapely, tall ;
She’s very beautiful and bright ;
I'm little, quiet, shy—that’s all—
Not one that ke can love!

‘

* * * * *
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Last evening, in the shrubb'ry walk,
I saw them, though they saw not me, i
They pass’d along in low-toned talk—
The very tone of love !

Not many seem’d their words—he deals
In sparing speech—but smiling, sweet,
Yet earnest ; just the words one feels, .
Must be the words of love ! :

They pass’d; he took her hand in his;
A light was in her shining eyes,
A light of sparkling heartfelt bliss;
The light of happy love !

Oh, Annie! Dearest sister mine !
Thy happiness shall be to me
Instead of that which I resign—
All thought henceforth of love!

To see thee bless’d shall be my joy;
For thy dear sake I'll never wed ;
For thee my life I will employ
In solely sister love!

L » * * *

Just now, she came to me in glee,
In breathless state of ecstasy,
A rapture beautiful to see—
A rapture of pure love.

““ You mouselike quiet little thing,”
She said, ¢ how ’lone you're sitting here !
Do rouse yourself, and come and sing
Some ballad of true love.
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- ¢« I wonder why it is and how

MINNIE'S MUSINGS.

¢ He's waiting in the music-room,
And made me promise I would send
You there to let him know his doom
Of hope, or hopeless love.”

¢« Of hope—of love?’ I falter'd; stopp'd:

Then wicked Annie laugh’d, and peep’d
Beneath my tell-tale eyelids, dropp’d
In mute revealed love.

¢« 1 guess'd it, dear,” she said, with fold
Of arms about me ; * guess, in turn,
How danc’d my heart when I was told
That Walter is in love.

I guess’d his secret too, and made
Him half confess it as we walk’d
Last night beneath the shrubb’ry shade.
Dear Minnie, he’s in love!”

Another clasp, with cheeks that burn’d;
And then—and then—she made me go:
I went: and now I too have learn’d
He loves, and whom he loves.

PART 1II.

My Walter—he’s my husband now-—
My Walter said to me one day,

Our Annie does not love.

‘¢ So sympathetic, fair withal,
So cordially affectionate,
I cannot think it natural
That Annie should not love.
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¢ And yet she turns indifferent ear
To all advances, one by one,
She will not for a moment hear
A hint of offer’d love.

“There’s Blandford of Northaughton Glen,
Sir Edwin Leigh of Ash-Tree Hurst ;
Good fellows both, and manly men,
Men whom I trust and love.

“ Will Blandford’s heart is hers, I've heard,
If she’d encourage him to speak;
Sir Edwin wants but half a word
To make him own his love.

¢ How is it, Minnie mine, that she
Thus resolutely shuns my friends?
Dost think, my mouse, that it can be
Bright Annie will not love ?

¢ Can it be true that she is cold ?
I mean, is cold to love itself;
That she is warm, I know of old,
In friend and sister love.

¢ So happy am I with my wife,
My darling little quiet mouse,
I'd fain see Annie’s daily life
Of happy wedded love.”

“ Dear Walter,” I replied, ¢ I've thought,
With thee, ’tis strange our Annie shows
No sign of preference, when sought
By those who'd win her love.
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MINNIE'S MUSINGS.

¢ She's full of tenderness for all ;
For me, for thee, for parents, friends ;
For every prattling toddler small
She kisses has, and love.

““ Her eyes so beaming, yet so kind,
Her mouth so mischievous, yet sweet,

Her voice that round one’s heart doth wind,

Proclaim her form'd for love.

¢ It is that she has not yet found
The very man she could prefer;
"Tis that prevents her, I’ll be bound,
From listening to love.”

Herewith I nodded my wise head,
In such a final little way,
That Walter laugh’d, and bant’ring said,
¢ An oracle of love!”

But that same evening he ask’d
Our Annie which of his two friends

She thought the pleasanter; and task’d

Her closely as to love.

His brother fondness gave him right
To question her; and she replied
With just her own sweet look of bright

Sincerely open love.

¢ Sir Edwin Leigh, and Blandford, both,
Are gentlemen of merit, true;
But, brother Walter, by my troth,
That is not cause for love.
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¢ Unless you'd have me have the two,
The merit of that one is wrong’'d
Whose left; but what should poor I do
With such a dual love?

« If merit be a ground of love,
Why, all the meritorious men
I ought to take, and be above
Slight scruples in my love.”

¢ Come, come,” said Walter, “I suspect,
" For all your saucy merriment,
You cannot seriously object

To either man, my love.”

“To either? Nay, to neither, I;
They’re both the very best of men,
The men to treat respectfully,
To anything but love.

¢« The one's too good, the other just
As bad ; the one’s a‘sort of man
So excellent, he gives disgust
To all idea of love.

¢ The other has the world’s esteem,
And that’s enough, at least in my
Opinion it doth surely seem
Enough, without my love.

I know no jot against them, I;
But Walter, this you'll own is true ;
They're irreproachable, that’s why
I cannot give them love.”
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¢ But Annie, have you made a vow,

To give up thoughts of marriage, dear?
Are you resolv’'d, come, tell us now,
T’ abjure for ever love ?”

¢ Why, as to whether I will marry,
I've not decided yet the point ;
I only know that ¢ hateful Harry’
I'd love as soon as them.”

“ Who's ¢ hateful Harry’?" Walter said,
¢ Oh, he,” said I, and laugh’d aloud,
¢ Is one she nam’d so, when a lad ;
A lad to loathe, not love.”

¢ Just 80,” said she; * an odious boy
A neighbour’s son, who from a child
Unto the age of hob’dehoy,
Had none but mother’s love.

‘¢ None but a mother could descry
A quality to like in him ;
A mischief-loving imp that I
Detested—couldn’t love.

¢ A wilful peremptory way
He had, that teas’d my very soul;
A way of having his own say
In spite of law or love.

¢« He contradicted bluntly, flat;
He plagu’d me constantly at play,
Though I a girl and he a brat,
A brat no one could love.
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I named him ¢ hateful Hal’ or ¢ Harry,’
I hated him most heartily ;
So fancy whether him I'd marry,
Or give to him my love !

¢ And yet I'd marry ¢ hateful Hal’
Far rather than the one or other;
This shows you that I never shall
Give love to one of them.”

So saying, Annie off did flee,
And caroll'd blithely as she went,
¢ ¢ My heart’s my own, my will is free,’
My love’s still mine to give."”

PART III.

Next day—the sun had not a cloud—
Beneath the old oak-tree we sat
At work, while Walter read aloud
The love of fair Elaine.

Then came a stranger bounding through
The trees of skirting copse, and rais’d
His cap, and smiling at us two,
Said, ¢ Ladies, neighbour love

¢ Of old may warrant this address ;
You have forgotten me, I fear;
But I remember you; yes, yes;
‘The little girls so lov'd

“By my dear mother ;" there he paus’'d
And then went on; ‘my playmates once,

- And now "—he glanc’'d at us, and caus’d

A smile of love from Walter.
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¢ 'Tis hateful Hal! " exclaimed our Annie.
¢ Precisely so; "’ he laughing said ;
“You know me well; there are not many
Can boast that name of love

“You gave me formerly ; so call
Me by it still ; I like it best.”
She redden’d ; bit her lip ; let fall
Some words of aught but love.

¢ The very same, that hateful way
Of his; so masterful, so bluff!”
I heard her mutteringly say,
With eyes that flash’d no love. -

My Walter ask’d him courteously
Of all his many wanderings ;
¢« You are a sailor, sir, I see;
A calling that I love.

‘¢ Your banded cap, your jacket blue,
Your epaulette, and sunburnt cheek,
All show me by these tokens true,
You love a seaman’s life.”

““Ay, that I do!"” frank Harry said;
““ And yet, when I return at length,
And see the happy life you've led—
The life of home and love—

« I feel that life on land may be,
With books and women by your side,
As nearly good as life at sea ;
A life to lead and love.”
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My Walter smil’d and look’d at me,
While Annie bit her lip again,
And knit her brow, and tried to be
Unlovely in a frown.

¢ The same imperious lordly style !
So! ¢Women, truly! Likely he
Should ever find one to beguile
With needlework and love

¢ His home on land, or bring him books,
'Or listen while he read aloud,
Or tend upon him with her looks
Of fond and happy love !

She murmur'd this with flushing face,
As Walter led his guest away,
To show him o’er our pleasant place,
Our home of happy love.

Then seeing me still sitting there,
She broke into a trilling laugh,
And said, “ Why, Minnie, do you care
For stitching, still, my love ?

¢ Can you remain so quiet, mouse,
‘While Walter is with ¢ hateful Hal,’
And making welcome to his house
A man we cannot love ?

“You know his hospitable way,
His friendly, kindly, earnestness :
If ¢ hateful Harry,” now, should stay ;
Oh, think of that, my love!”
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¢ We'll try and bear it, dear, if so ;"
I answered quietly: then rose:
¢¢ I think I'll fold my work and go
And see to it, my love."”

We went : she would my basket carry,

And ran before : and soon we join'd

"‘The gentlemen—that ¢ hateful Harry’
And Walter, my belov’d.

It prov'd as she had said ; he had
Been ask’d, and he had gladly stay’d.
¢ Come, Annie,” whisper'd I, « it’s bad ;
But never mind, my love ;

¢ We'll make the best of it, and treat
Him so politely that he can’t
Be churlish, rude, and blufly meet
With roughness so much love.’

,

Bright Annie gave a careless look,
A careless toss of head, and smil'd;
Then pencil and her sketching took,
Amusement that she loves.

While I my needle closely plied ;
And Walter ask’'d, and Harry told
Of countries distant, far and wide,
That he had seen and lov'd.

“ And have you never chanc'd to meet
In any of those foreign lands
A woman ’bove all others sweet,
A woman you could love? "
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“In none;"” said bluntly ¢ hateful Hal ”’;
¢« Abroad I never once set eyes
On any, and I never shall
On any I could love.

¢ The only woman in my life
I could have lov’d, deep hated me ;
So never shall I take a wife,
And never shall I love.”

There came a silence on us all ;
And shortly after took his leave
Our guest ; but in the outer hall,
He said to Walter, « Love,

¢ Such love as you have shown to me,
A manly love of friend to friend,
A welcome home to one from sea,
Brings hearty love in turn.

¢ Believe a sailor rough who says
In his rough way, I love you, friend;
I'll love you truly all my days
In gratitude for love.”

He turned away, and darted out,
Out in the balmy night of June;
And presently we heard a shout,
A loving cheer, ¢ Hurrah ! ”

65
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PART 1IV.

Next morning Walter went to him ;
And took him out a rambling walk,

A walk among the birch-trees slim,
The slender trees we love.

The silver-stemmeéd birch-trees green,
That cluster in our hill-side wood ;
With pendent branches, boles of sheen,

The graceful trees we love.

And soon the sailor, hateful Harry,
Came in and out, just as he pleas’d;
A moment only, or he’d tarry
Like one at home and lov'd.

And Walter lov'd him, and I grew
To tolerate him for his sake;
And then, I think, I loved him too,
Because my husband lov’d.

Though still I called him by his name
Of ¢ hateful Hal’; in part because
He lik’d to have it still the same,
For mockery of love;

In part because our Annie us’d
It always, with an emphasis
And energy, that oft I mus’d
How she, so full of love
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For all beside, could have for one
A hate so strong. Well, time wént on:
The summer season past and gone—
The season of ripe love

In fruit and flower, leaf and tree—
One day that hateful Hal declar'd
He must be off again to sea,
And leave the friends he lov'd.

I saw him give a sharp quick look
At Annie as he spoke the words ;
But she was buried in her book:
Some tale of antique love.

‘That look of his, in one swift flash
Reveal’d to me his secret heart ;
I saw ’twas Annie’s self this rash
Young sailor deeply lov’d.

He said there was one whom he could
Have lov’d, but that she hated him;
I saw now who it was; but would
She e’er change hate for love ?

“ Impossible !’ I thought, as soft
I crept away: and since I've learn’d
What pass’d while I revolvéd oft
The fate-of Harry’s love.

He drew more near to where she sat
Absorb’d in reading, as it seem’d,
And then abruptly said, * What's that
You're studying of love? ”
’ F 2
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“You hateful Hal! " retorted she,
Yet with a little break of voice,
¢ Why come you thus disturbing me
In story of true love?”

¢ Ay, ¢hateful Hal’!” he said, and turn’d
His face away; ¢ that same old name!
You always hated me; I learn’d
That long ago from love.”

¢ From love!” she echoed, ‘surely never!"”
“ From love,” he said vehemently,
¢ From love in boyhood, manhood, ever ;
.From love that taught me fear.

¢ I fear'd your bright blue laughing eyes,
I fear’d your roguish smiling mouth ;
I fear'd you did too sure despise .
My boyish ardent love.

“I took to hiding it in rough
Rude ways, that made you hate yet more
A lad so peremptory, bluff;
A lad you couldn'’t love.

‘¢ And still you hate, I see it clear,
You hate me worse than you did then ;
Rough hateful Hal, who loves you dear,
With all the strength of love.

¢« Well, be it so, I'm going away,
To bear it bravely if I can;
But, Annie, to my dying day,
My love is yours for hate.
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“ For hate I give you love in turn;
Say ¢ hateful Hal,’ then, once again ;
That name still somehow makes me burn—
*Twas giv'n by her I love.

¢ From your dear lips it has a charm,

It thrills me strangely through and through,

It sounds as if it meant no harm,
And still increas’d my love.”

I thought your roughness was dislike ;
How could I fancy it aught else?
It seem’d so very, very like ;
I couldn’t think it love.”

Her voice was low as she said this;
And then she tried to rally it;
¢ Well, ¢ hateful Hal,’ sir, there it is,
Since that’s the name you love.”

“ You hated when you gave it me,
You hate me now, you'll hate me ever,
Isit not so? Or can it be,
Oh, can it be, that love "—

He stopp’d, breath’d short, then hurried on;
¢ Dear Annie—speak—do let me hear
Your voice ; if but one word, but one,
Forbids me not to love.”

He look’d at her with searching eyes,
. As if he’d read her very soul,
Her soul of truth without disguise,
Her soul of inward love.
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Beneath his eyes her eyes did sink;
In tones half arch, half sweet, she said,
¢ I almost now begin to think,
Perhaps my hate was love.”

He trembled ; caught her hand in his;
He snatched it to his breast, his lips;
He gave it a quick fervent kiss
Of eager hoping love.

¢ Ay, ¢hateful Hal’ you still shall be,
I'll always call you by that name;
For ¢ hateful Hal’ you are to me,
The ¢ hateful Hal’ I love!”

He took her in his arms so strong,
He press’d her to his beating heart,
And held her there full soft and long:
Between them there was love.
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THE TRUST.

“ Wilt thou make a trust a transgression ? '—SHAKESPEARE.

Ay, from my very boyhood I had seen
And known her: Clarice Merton of the Hall ;
A fine old stately mansion that had been
The seat of all the Mertons since the time
When Tudors reigned. As niece and heiress to
Sir Horace Merton, she was mistress there
Already : for the portly gentleman,
Her uncle, loved the tall fair slender girl
With all a father’s fondness ; and she queened
It with right royal dignity and grace.
She looked the well-born lady that she was—
The representative of ancient blood
And birth: her every movement was instinct
With native self-possession, high-bred ease.
Her beauty was imperial, and made
For sway. I well remember, when a lad,
How it subdued myself: I used to see
Her pass on horseback, with her uncle, through
The lane that led from Merton Hall, and oft
I lingered by the way to watch for her.
There was a roadside stile, half hidden by
The thickly clustered hedge that shaded it ;
And this was frequently my resting-place.
Time after time I saw her passing by,
Until her face and form were graven on
My mind, and they became thenceforth to me
The sole embodiment of womanhood’s
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Perfection : by the roadside stile again

And yet again I stood, and gazed my fill.

She ne’er saw me: or saw me as one sees

A pebble, twig, or blade of grass, that lies
Upon the path one treads ; a thing of naught ;
A thing unheeded, unremarked ; a thing

That merely makes a part of all around.

I knew full well both who and what she was ;
But who and what was I? Poor Edward Helme:
Of humble origin : an orphan left

In earliest years, and bound apprentice to
The village stonemason, who thought the lad
Gave token of intelligence and power

To learn, so took to him, and taught him skill
In carving, modelling—the more refined,
Artistic portions of his trade, for which

The boy showed aptitude and special taste.

I reached to early manhood thus, absorbed
In two main sources of pursuit and thought :
One—quiet, steady labour at my work,

Whereat I earned an honest livelihood

And gained my master’s still-increased goodwill ;
The other—evening rambles through the fields
And lanes, where I might chance to see at times
The object of my worshipping regard.

If blessed with sight of her, my heart was filled
For days with secret sense of deep content.

I question whether Clarice Merton knew

Of even my existence: but I knew

Of hers; and that made mine a gladdened one.

It happened that Sir Horace Merton wished
To have some vases for the terrace steps
And balustrade, above the grassy slope
On which the mansion stood : he sent to my
Employer, who despatched me to the Hall
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To take instructions. In a tremor of
Excitement I set forth : but none of it
- Appeared beneath my usual quiet mien
And sober aspect: I was always known
Among our village folk for gravity
And thoughtfu] look beyond my years : and they
Would sometimes nickname me “ Young Serious.”
That day my outward grave composure served
Me well to hide the inward hurry of
My spirits, as I found myself within
Her very presence. She was standing with
Her uncle on the terrace, where they both
Received me : tall and stately even in
Her girlish slenderness and grace, she leaned
Against the marble balustrade and smoothed
Caressingly the gorgeous throat of a
Tame peacock, that with coy reluctance stooped
Its neck to her familiar hand alone.
The while Sir Horace spoke to me about
The vases ; and I listened to his words
Through all the mist of wilderment in which
My thoughts were wrapped by consciousness of her
And her proximity. Sir Horace talked
‘With fluent dictate, affable command,
The sort of kindly condescension used
By one who gives his orders to a man
He finds to be proficient in his trade,
A clever artisan and competent.
« A well-informed, intelligent young man,”
I heard Sir Horace say, as he dismissed
Me and rejoined his niece: ¢ Indeed? Idid
Not mark him,” she replied with negligence.
They spoke in but a half-low tone, with just
That carelessness of being overheard
Which people sometimes use when only their
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Inferiors are by. I felt it to
The core: I was to her no more but simply
The stonecutter, the mason’s man, the clerk
Sent by his master to receive and note
The orders of Sir Horace Merton for
The vases on the terrace balustrade ;
And of no more account than was the stone,
The marble, or the granite that he wrought.
Yet, after all, what more could I expect?
What more was natural? She knew no jot
Of me but what she saw; and that was naught—
Naught of the inner self, which p’rhaps contained
A something worthy in its quality ;
A certain sturdy manfulness and strong
Reliability : at least, my good
And constant friend, my master, used to give
Me credit for possessing these, and I
Believe I had them.

Time went on; and there
Was coming blankness at the Hall. 'Twas said
Sir Horace Merton’s health was far from good,
And that a long sea-voyage was prescribed ;
*Twas added that his niece was going with
Him ; that she would not let him go alone,
Although she dreaded leaving her old home;
Disliked the sea, and cared not for new scenes;
Was sure there was no place like Merton Hall,
But told her uncle playfully, 'twas true
She loved it more than any house or lands,

Yet loved him more than house or lands or aught.
All this reached village ears, as doings of

The great are sure to reach their neighbours’ ears,
And form the theme of gossip comment: thus
I learned the day was fixed for their departure,
And pictured to myself the void that then
Would yawn around my daily life.
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Meantime,

It chanced that my employer had to send
Abroad on confidential business ;
And he chose me to execute the charge.
I willingly obeyed ; for change of scene
And action were the things I could have wished,
To take me from the dull, dead, dreary round
Of days and nights beset with aching sense
Of loss, and absence, and soul’s want, that would
Be mine when Clarice Merton once was gone.

A distant colony my mission had
For goal; I took my passage in a ship
Was thither bound ; when who should prove to be
My fellow-passengers but Clarice and
Her uncle! My intense surprise to learn
They were on board leaped up like sudden fire
Within my heart, and kindled into blaze
A thousand embers of deep-smouldering joy
That I had thought had been well nigh extinct.
To find myself thus near her, thus in reach
Of seeing her and hearing her, while I
Remained unnoted, seemed renewal, ay,
And more than a renewal of the old
Enchanted times, when I beheld her pass
Through Merton lanes, a vision pure and fair.
My passage had been taken in the fore
Part of the ship; while they, of course, were aft,
And had commodious cabins to themselves.
So that I saw them as they walked the deck,
Engaged in chat, and pacing to and fro.
Sometimes she leaned upon his arm ; sometimes
She gave him hers, when he seemed feeble, or
Less well than usual ; always she appeared
The gentle, graceful, and devoted child
Attending on a parent’s steps, alive
To all that could alleviate and cheer.
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No wonder that he loved her as he did,
Indulging her and making her his all.

One day I heard Sir Horace say to her—
*“ Who do you think I fancy that I saw
On board this ship an hour ago?” I can’t
Imagine,” answered she; ¢ how should I guess?
Some one we know ?” ¢ Well, not exactly know ;
Some one that we have seen—a Merton man ;
No other than that well-informed young man
Sent up by White, the mason, to the Hall
To take my orders for the vases. You
Remember him ? ”* ¢ Why—scarcely,” she replied :
¢ Oh, yes—I think I do: a quiet, grave
Young man, that you thought well of, did younot?”
‘“ He seemed to me intelligent and skilled,”
Sir Horace said ; “ moreover, struck me as
Remarkably trustworthy, and to be
Relied upon in matters that required
Attention. He impressed me favourably.”
« He did,” returned she, with an absent air ;
¢« T recollect it now ; he did.” ¢ I wonder what
Has brought him here,” replied her uncle; “I
Suppose that White has sent him out on some
Commission to the colony ; I heard
He had some dealings there.” ¢ Most likely,” she
Responded in a final way, as if
No farther interest attached to what
They talked of. After a short pause, she said,
With animation—* Uncle, do you know
What I've been thinking of ? ” ¢ Of Merton Hall,
Of course,” Sir Horace smiling said; ¢ your

thoughts
Are always hovering there, like doves around
A dove-cot.” ‘I was thinking,” she resumed,

“ Of how the dear old place must now be bathed
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In sunset light, and looking at its best.

And yet I know not why I say ¢ its best’;

It always looks its best—the best—to me.”

She laughed at her own sally, and went on

To talk of their return to their loved home.

I saw Sir Horace Merton’s face assume

A sudden sad expression : but it cleared

Away again, when she looked up at him.
Some mornings after this I noticed him

Upon the deck alone. As he caught sight

Of me, he beckoned me to join him where

He stood. He spoke most courteously—nay, with

A kindly, almost friendly tone : he said

It gave him pleasure to have met with one

Whe came from Merton village, seeming like

A neighbour—one long known : he asked my name,

And told me that he took a liking to

Me when I came that time to Merton Hall;

That I inspired him with belief in my

True faithfulness and manly character.

I bowed my thanks, but nothing said ; I was

So taken by surprise at this address.

* Away from home,” he said, ¢ I feel the want

Of some one I can talk to as a friend,

To whom I may confide the fear that stings

Me now acutely, for my niece’s sake.

I feel my health is failing fast, and should

I die, she will be left in foreign lands

Alone and unprotected. Helme, if so,

I look to you to guard her, think for her,

Watch over her unceasingly, and see

Her safely home again to Merton Hall.

Remember, Helme, I trust her to your care

When I am gone, if go I must, while we

Are far from home. It may seem strange to place
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Such confidence in one of whom I know
So little ; but there’s something in your look
That tells me I may safely trust to you,
“That you'll be faithful to the trust. Do you
Accept it, Helme?”” I do,” was all I said,
With earnest firmness. - What was in my heart
Myself and my Creator only knew.
¢ And now,” Sir Horace said,  we’ll speak no more
Of this; ’tis understood between us two.
I would not have my niece suspect that I
Have any present cause to fear my death;
*Twould serve no purpose, and disquiet her.”
He turned to speak of other things ; and when
His niece approached, she found him cheerfully
In talk with one of the ship’s company,
A sailor, whose long yarns amused him oft.

I kept aloof, thenceforward as before ;
Because I thought I could perceive, for all
Sir Horace thus had spoken to me, that
He cared not I should join him when his niece
Was with him. Whether it was from dread
That Clarice should discover what he feared,
Or whether it proceeded from a sense
That she shared not his good opinion of
Myself, I do not know ; but certain ’tis
I felt that he was better pleased I should
Not speak to him when she was by. Content
It should be thus, I fell again into
My way of watching her from distance, and
Unseen, unnoticed, making her the one
Bright jewel of my life.

" One night there was

Alarm of fire aboard the ship : upon
The instant all was noise, confusion, and
Distress. I started up, threw on my clothes,
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And hurried upon deck. Already had
The flames advanced, and now were licking their
Dread way aloft, among the shrouds and rigging.
Amid the burning glare I sudden saw
Sir Horace and his niece—a ghastly group.
Half dead with terror, she had sunk down at
His feet, and held her face within her hands.
He called to me aloud from where he stood :
¢« For God’s sake help her if you can, good friend!
Remember, Helme, the charge, the trust, I gave!”
He reeled and fell, the moment after, crushed
By falling fragments of a blazing mast.
I snatched her from the spot and drew her towards
A spar I saw, and knew would float ; to which
I fastened her: she made attempt to free
Herself from my endeavour; but I said:
¢« Your uncle charged me take care of you ;
He trusted you to me, and bade me try
To save you.” Then she yielded, and allowed
Me do whate’er I would that I thought best.

I hardly know how afterwards I found
Myself upon the red-reflected waves,
My precious spar in tow, held by one hand,
‘While with the other I struck out and swam
For life, for very life—my own, and one
Far dearer than my own. I made some way:
When all at once there came a noise that seemed
To rend the air asunder, split the sky.
The flames had reached the gunpowder: the ship
Blew up : and not a soul survived the wreck.
But—crowning horror of the whole to me—
The roughness of the surge, the heave, the swell,
At moment when the ship blew up, had wrenched
My spar away, had torn it from my grasp,
And borne it out of sight. A long loud cry
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Of anguish and despair broke from me, and

I wept aloud in agony of heart.

The roaring waters dashed in mockery
Against my face, and swept my tears away
As fast as they welled forth. Instinctively

I struggled on ; but now had lost my wish
For safety. What was life henceforth to me?
Why should I try to save it if I could

Not save the one was life of life to me ?

The bitter misery of that lone hour

‘When, toiling on through buffet of the waves,
The fierce emotions raging in my soul

Were wilder than the horrors of the night,

I shudder to recall : but after I

Had swum a weary space, and felt upon

The point of sinking, I became aware

That I was now in smoother water, where
My feet touched ground. Another stroke or two
Soon brought me to the shore. A scene it was
Of almost magic beauty and repose :

A tropic moon shed broad effulgence o’er

A stretch of wooded sward that skirted round
A sheltered bay : tall palm-trees rose against
A starry sky of deep and cloudless blue;
Unbroken silence reigned : but all this peace
And harmony of loveliness extern

Contrasted with the war within myself,

¢ Why did I escape when she is lost ?

Was still the cry of my distracted heart.

I wrung my hands, and flung myself full length ;
Then started up, and wandered madly on,

I knew not, cared not whither, in my grief.
Along the margin of the moonlit bay

My steps conveyed me, till I saw before

Me on the ground a prostrate form : I sprang
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To it: oh, joy of joy! ’'Twas hers, 'twas hers!
Borne onward by the influx of the tide,
The spar had drifted safely towards the shore,
And landed on the bay’s smooth shelving sand.
She senseless lay ; her eyes were closed ; her hair
Hung loose in tangled masses, scattered wide.
A piteous sight : but, still, she breathed, she lived !
I gently disengaged her from the spar;
I raised her tenderly from off the sand,
And carried her to where the green-sward made
A better resting-place. I chafed her hands;
And soon I had the comfort of a change:
A flutter of the breath, a quiver of
The eyelids : then the eyes were opened with
A dreamy wandering look that finally
Metmine. “Youknowme?”” whisperedI; ¢“youdo?”
“ Yes—yes; I think you are the person that
My uncle liked.” She sighed and closed her eyes ;
As though ’twere too much effort yet to think.
Just near to where we were there was a knoll
Of rocky moss-grown ground, in which I saw
A deep recess, a hollow, like a cave:
To this I bore her; placed her on a couch
Of soft dry leaves I piled up high, and left
Her to the healing balm of sleep.

I kept
Incessant watch that night around the cave,
But naught approached to frighten or molest.
The place seemed desert, perfect solitude ;
But whether it were continent or isle
I knew not. It abounded with wild fruits ;
Among the bluffs and cliffs beyond the bay
A multitude of sea-birds laid their eggs ;
Innumerable shell-fish swarmed the beach,
And clustered on dwarf rocks beneath the cliffs:

G
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So, food there lacked not in this land of fair
Seclusion.

After the first violence
Of grief had passed for her loved uncle’s loss,
Sweet Clarice drooped into an apathy,
A languor of indifference to all
Around, the most pathetic; she took note
Of nothing, interest in nothing, cared
For nothing, ate the meals I brought, arranged
The flowers I culled, accepted all I did,
And acquiesced in all I ventured to
Suggest for her behoof; but, listlessly,
And with a perfect quietude, she showed
That she did not intend to rouse herself ;
She meant to be her own sole guide ; she held
Her will alone responsible to rule
Her ways; and if her ways were moody, sad,
Why, sad and moody they should be, if so
She chose. She surely was the mistress and
Best judge of her own acts ? and to preserve
Volition independently of me?
To live her life thus irrespectively
Of my approof ? She seemed resolved to let
Me see how, notwithstanding fate had thrown
Her on my hands, she still reserved her right
Of born supremacy. All this was not
Asserted ; nay, far from it. But it was
Fo be inferred from every look and tone—
The eloquence of tacit, passive will
In ladies of high birth to one beneath
Themselves.

One evening, when I brought

Her supper of wild honey, bread-fruit, and
Some pearly eggs, I was about to leave
Her that I might go eat my own apart
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As usual. With a slight and languid lift
Of her bent head, she murmured: ¢ Where do you
Contrive to lodge? You make this cave my house—
A very roomy, comfortable one it is,
With tapestry of moss, and curtained well
By long festoons of pendent climbing plants;
A perfect bower of graceful green-clad warmth,
Yet shade ; a mingling of dry roof, dry walls,
With freshness of the open air, due heat
And cool combined; just what a house should be—
But where do you reside?” I told her I
Had shelter found within a crevice-nook
Of rock, not far from her house-cave. “And is
It tolerably habitable ? "’ she
Inquired, with half a smile; ¢ We're neighbours
still, '
It seems, as we were formerly, I heard.
Oh, by-the-bye, what is your name? I don’t
Know even that; and it is fit I know
My neighbour’s name.” I told her it was Helme.
¢ A name most suitable, indeed,” she said,"
A little scornfully ; ¢ You've been the helm
To guide me into port, to steer me safe,
And to control my course e’er since you brought
Me to this haven ; but a helm’s control,
You know, exists on sea and not on land ;
It ceases to have power when on shore.”
‘¢ A helm exerts his agency when need
Demands, and when the helmsman’s hand doth
sway,”’
I answered quietly : ¢ The hand doth rule,
The helm doth but obey the hand. Your hand
Shall give the signal when the helm exceeds
Its proper office.” I withdrew as I
Said this; and a